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As a 9-year-old, I was elated when
n every person's life, I suppose,
there conies a time— a brief my father announced that we would
be moving to a 600-acre ranch not
moment— o f epiphany. A metallic
far from the tip of Lake Pend Oreille
click that snaps your head around
in northern Idaho. It sounded like a
and the light floods in. And suddenly, intuitively, you become aware kids dream come true, and I guess it
was. But for my four older brothers,
that Someone larger is in control. It is
it was a lot of hard work and for my
a moment that returns at acute times
mother, pure drudgery.
to shake you out o f your lethergy and
Pop didn’t mention, until we
energize you by the memory o f its
showed up on the ranch, that water
impact on your view o f the universe.
had to be hauled by truck in a
The memory o f that m oment
makeshift tank from a stream a coucame unbidden to me a half world
ple of miles away and dumped into a
away and 45 years after the fa c t.. . .
cistern near our house. A household
The president o f the English Club
of five boys used a lot of water; add
at the university where I was teaching
30 milk cows, calves, the garden, the
in northern China had asked me to
chickens, and assorted other livelecture on close calls with death durstock that constituted our liveli-*
ing my life. There were many that I
knew of, and God only knows how
* Nicholas Parks is a businessman in
many others. But I knew. I knew the
Lincoln, Nebraska.
dynamic moment. The epiphany.. . .

16

hood, and Lake Pend Oreille itself
would have been a welcome addition
to our backyard.
The Facility
The second bombshell Pop
dropped on Mom was in the backyard. It was euphemistically referred
to as “the facility.”
“Straight down the
path near the chicken
house,” Pop said.
Our inspection
of this ancient
weathered-wood
stru ctu re revealed a crooked,
creaky hinged
door that had to
be fastened shut
on the inside
with bailing twine
(we quickly upgraded that feature
with a bent nail to loop
the twine on). It was a
genuine Jurassic two-holer.
On an early visit, I became curious about the dilapidated box seated
next to me. I rubbed off a thick layer
of accumulated dust (Idaho’s best),
and spelled out the big red letters on
the top: D-Y-N-A-M-I-T-E. One
panel on the top had been pried
loose, and I peeked in to see several
rows of inch-thick cylinders, left
over, no doubt, from someone’s
attempt at eradicating stumps or
demolishing boulders, both of
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which were plentiful in our fields. I
don’t know why we didn’t move it at
once. Perhaps because, at that point,
we had never been formally introduced to its explosive personality.
For whatever reason, the dynamite continued to sit with the Parks
family. After having sat next to it off
and on for a num ber of
months, I lost all sense of
danger. I remember
bragging to Charlie,
one of the neighbor boys, about
my seatmate. He,
of course, insisted on seeing
it. So I showed
him the box.
“So that’s a
dynamite box,
huh? Is there
anything in it?”
Before I could stop
him, Charlie had the
lid off and had pulled
out a misshapen stick. Liquid
beaded the brown-paper outside,
and you could tell it had been there
a very long time.
I had had enough lectures about
the dynamite from my parents to recognize that my nine-year existence
was just a jiggle away from eternity.
The liquid was nitroglycerine! At my
quavering entreaty, Charlie stuck the
stick back in the box, though not as
gently as I would have liked, and
wiped his hands on his pants.

of times in the Greek New Testament: dunamiSy usually translated
“power,” as in Romans 1:16, where
the “gospel of Christ” is called “the
dynamite of God unto salvation.”
Another passage in Romans—
8:38 and 39— also uses dunamis.
And in a peculiar sense it seems to
speak to me of that box of my youth
that could have, should have, but for
the grace of God, would have
exploded when I first explored it—
“For I am persuaded, that neither
death, nor life, nor angels, nor principalities, nor dynamite . . . shall be
able to separate us from the love of
God, which is in Christ Jesus our
Lord” (KJV).
This assurance, this memory,
constitutes my epiphany, that moment of awareness that it is by God’s
grace that I am here, by God’s loving
design that I live for Him.
□

“That stuff feels like it sinks right
into your skin,” he complained.
The Dynamite of God
When my father heard about
Charlie checking out the dynamite,
he decided that we had had enough
of dangerous outhouse encounters.
The job of removing the box fell to
my oldest brother. He gingerly carried it to a stump in the pasture, got
out Pops 30-30 Winchester, and
with one shot blew up the box, the
stump, and 20 yards of prime clover.
The crater looked like something left
over from the bombing of London.
The blast sent our Holsteins heading
for the timber, and it took us all
afternoon to round them up just in
time for milking. (Milking 20 nervous Holsteins is another story.)
I have learned since that dynamite
has its root in a word used a number
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1 T1 oreover we know that to those who
love God, who are called according to his plan, everything that happens
fits into a pattern for good___
“I have become absolutely convinced that neither death nor life, neither messenger of Heaven nor monarch of earth, neither what happens
today nor what may happen tomorrow, neither a power from on high nor
a power from below, nor anything else in God’s whole world has any power
to separate us from the love of God in Jesus Christ our Lord!” (Romans
8:28, 38, 39, Phillips, The New Testament in Modern English).
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